HONGKONG—MACAO
joked. Later, turning maudlin, I sentimentally embraced
my horse and told it, in German, the story of my life. In
no time, it seemed, we were crossing the slippery, high-
arched pack-bridge which spans the river just outside
Meiki.
On the outskirts of the town a little group of people
stood waiting under umbrellas in the downpour. They
were supporting a banner on which was printed the Eng-
lish word ^Welcome'. Like deliverers we rode slowly down
the waterlogged street. Meiki seemed comparatively un-
damaged. The population crowded in the doorways,
grinned and stared. Many saluted*
We were shown upstairs to a candle-lit room, with a
charcoal brazier, round which we could strip and get dry.
Later, we were told, uniforms would be brought into
which we could change. Meanwhile, the steam from our
clothes and naked bodies made the atmosphere as thick
as a Turkish bath. Presently Auden and Fleming arrived.
They had walked the whole way, deep in an argument
about Soviet Russia. They were in the highest of spirits
and muddy from head to foot. In fact, everybody was
cheerful except T. Y. Liu, who had ridden in a covered
chair and hadn't got wet at all. We made a mock fuss of
him but failed to brighten him up. He sat curled on a
stool, pouting and groaning.
The news was vague and bad. The divisional comman-
der was too busy to see us. He would try to come round
later. He had telephoned through to Anchi that after-
noon, only to find that we had started an hour before. He
had wished to prevent our leaving Anchi, for Meiki was
already in danger. The Japanese had suddenly attacked
from the direction of Hu-chow, and heavy fighting was
going on only twenty-five K away.
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